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DIS LRACTIONS

Untitled

They made her eat sin

& then they sewed her mouth shut
They called her the “Keeper of Secrets”
& they worshipped her like a goddess

But then her face began to alter

& the Truth seeped out from cracks,
left deep red trails like acid

& they were full of fear

They soaked her hair in gasoline
& then they lit a torch

They hated her like a witch

& They called her the

“Keeper of Secrets"”
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a%éﬁ%é%& Slither

TN

e And | thought...
Wouldn't it be strange if

a%él{%a | slithered off her couch and said
NN /
ADS “Honey, I'm slithering home."
And | slithered out her door and

Drown down the three flights of stairs to

the wormy-wet pavement of

the parking lot below and

slithered the 10 blocks to my place?
People would see me and think,
“Boy, is he strange."

But in my own mind it would seem
a perfectly normal thing...

Engage me, enrage me, elevate me
I've got no where to turn to
Asunder, no wonder, take me under
I'm going to drown soon

| am alive for you to take
for you to make me understand
How every sacrifice affects me Jovathan Sioe
Time true to life has left me here
for you to taste me
for you to waste me

Entwine me, confine me, realign me
Teach me to go my separate way
Solution, confusion, resolution

To have my own say

FUR
Cut me with stone to see and feel vg%b%v
What's underneath my brazen skin
There's nothing there but empty shadows
Cut loose the chain that links us both
And | will drown you
I will drown you
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“What's wrong?" she asked 2N A kiss of chocolate, a sip of wine

in a pastel voice,

not looking (with her primary eyes
as she spoke)

at me.

“Nothing!" | replied
in a toneless voice of green,
not expecting her (and her dim ears
as she listened)
to care.
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Now sweet lust has come to dine

Wild and free like the spirits of the night
basking in their joy for sinful delight

Dancing to silent songs unknown
jiving to a tune only of their own

They are fools to a lust so sweet
walking on air without their feet

All their actions are so sappy,
But all that matters is that they're truly happy

Jane Kidney




